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That locke vp your reftraint. For you Pofihumm^ 
So foone as I can win th'offcnded King, 
1 will be knowne your Aduocacc : marry yet 
The fire of Rage is in him, and 'twere good 
Youlean'd vino his Sentence, with what patience 
Yoar wifedome may i nforroe you. 

Pofl. TleafeyourHighnefl'ci 
I yvill from hence to day. 

2*' You know thepcril! : 
He fetch a turnc about.the Garden, pirtying 
The pangs ofbarr'd ArTe6rions s though the King 
Hath charg'd you fhould not fpeake together, 'Exit 

Imo. O diffcmbling Curtefie J How fine this Tyrant 
Can tickle where (he wounds ? My deercQ Husband, 
I fomething feare my Fathers wrath, but nothing 
(Alwayes referu'd my holy duty) what- 
His rage can do on me. You miift be gone, 
And Khali hcere abide the hourely (hot 
Of angry eyes : not comforted toliue, 
But that there is this Ic well in the world, 
That I may fee againe. 

Pofi. My Queene, my Miftris s 
O Lady, vvcepe no more, lead I giue caufc 
Tobefufpe&ed ofmore tendcrneffe 
Then doth become a man* I will remaine 
The loyairft husband, that did ere plight troth. 
My refidence in Rome, at one Fu 7 orio'$ % 
Who, to my Father was a Friend, to me 
Knowne but by Letter ; thither write (my Queene) 
And with mine eyes, He drinke the words you fend, 
Though Inke be made of Gall, 
Enter Queene* 
JJa. Bebriefe,Iprayyou : 
If the King come, I fball incurre, I know not 
How much of his difpleafure : yet Ilemouehinv 
To walkc this way : 1 neuer do him wrong, 
But he do's buy my Jniunes, to be Friends ; 
Payes deerc for my offences. 

Pofi. Should we be taking leaue 
As long a termc as yet we haue to hue, 
The Ioathneffe to depart,would grow : Adieu, 

Imo. Nay,ftay a little : 
Were you but riding forth to ayre your felfc, 
Such parting were too petty, Looke heere (Loue) 
This Diamond was my Mothers ; take it (Heart) 
But keepe it till you woo another Wife, 
When Imogen is dead . 

Pofi. HoWjhow? Another? 
You gentle Gods,giue me but this I haue, 
And feare vp my embracemencs from a next, 
With bonds of death, Remaine,remaine thou heere, 
While fenfe can keepe ic on : And fweetcft, faireft, 
As I (my poore feJfe) did exchange for you 
To your fo infinite loffe ; fo in our trifles 
Iftillwinncofyou. For my fake weare this, 
I ft is a Manacle of Loue,IIcpIaceit 
Vpon thisfayrcft Prifoner. 

Imo. O the Gods J 
When ftiall we fee againe ? 

Enter Cymbeline^and Lords, 
Pofi. Alacke, the King. 

Tr C / M * T hou tflin g> auo y^ henccfrom my fight: 
If after this commend thou fraught the Court 
With thy vn worth ineffe, thoudyeft. Away, 
Thou'rt poyfon to my blood. 
Pofi. The Gods protcft you, 


The Tragf^^ 


\ AndbUffc the good RcmaTnd^rT^h^r^^ 
lam gone. 


Imo. There cannot be a pinch in death 
More flharpe then this is, 

Cj*>. O difloyall thing, 
That fcould'ft repayre my youth, thoo Wft 
A yeares age on mce. f 15 

Imo. I befeech you Sir,i 
Harmc not your fclfe with y our vesation 
I am fenfekffe of your Wrath ; a Touch m™ , 
SubduesaUpangiallfeares. Uchm <«*rare 
Cym. Paft Grace i Obedience? 
Imo. Pafthope,andindifpaire,thatway Da fl r , 
^ Cym. That might'ft haue had w W t( 3race 
The fole Sonne of my Queene. 

Imo ObIeffed,thatl m ightnot:IchofeanE, i 
And did auoyd a Putrockc. fca S lc > 

Cym. Thou took'ft a Begger,would>ft hauemad. 
Throne, a Seate for bafeneffc. * uc Madera 

Imo. No,Irathcraddedaluftretoir. 
Cym. O thou vilde one! 
Imo, Sir, 

It is your fault that I hauclou'd Pofihumm • 
You bred him as my Playfellow, and he if 
A man, worth any woman : Ouer-buyes mce 
Almoft the fumme he payes. 
Cym. What? art thou mad ? 
Imo. Almoft Sir : Heauen reftorem* : would I »* 
| A Neat-heards Daughter, and my Leonatn* 
Our Neighbour- Shepheards Sonne, 
Enter Queene. 
Cym. Thou foolifli thing ; 
They were againe together : you haue done 
Not after our command. Away with her 
And pen her vp. 9 

Befeecb your patience : Peace 
Deere Lady daughter, peace. Sweet SoueraiW 
Leaue vs to our felues,and make your feiffomecomfon 
Out of your belt aduice. 7 mc «omto« 

Cym. Nay let her lan^uidi 
A drop of blood a day, and being aged 
Dye of this Folly. & B £x ^ 

Enter Pi fanio. 
Q«. Fye t youmuftgiueway : 
Heere is yourSeruant. How now Sir ? What newes ? 
Wfi. My Lord your Sonne, drew on my Mafter, 
Hah? ■ 

No harme I truft is done? 

9ifi. There might haue beene, 
But that my Matter rather plaid, then fought, 
And had no helpe of Anger : they were parted 
By Gentlemen, at hand, 
£u. Ianiverygladon't. 

Imo. Your Son's my Fathers friend, he takeshispart 
To draw vpon an Exile. O brauc Sir, 
I would they were in Affricke both together, 
My felfe by with a Needle, that I might pricke 
The goer backe. Why came you from your Matter ? 

Pifa. On his command : he would not fuffer mce 
To bring him to the Hauen : left thefe Notes 
Of what commands I fliould be fubicft too, 
When'tpleas'd you to employ me. 

gt*. This hath beenc 
Your faithfull Seruam : I dare lay mine Honour 
He will remaine fo. 

Pfa. I humbly thanke your Highneffe. 
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Qth Pray walke a-while. 

Imo* About fomchalfehourc hence, 
pray you fpeake with mc; 
You (hall (at Ieaft)go fee my Lord aboord. 
for this time leaue mc. 


The Tragedy ofCymbeline. 
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Sxennt. 



Entir Clot ten ^nd two Lords* 

I. Sir, F would aduife you to fhift a Shirt; the Vio- 
lence of A6lion hath made you reck as a Sacrifice: where 
a yre comes out, ayre comes in : There's none abroad fo 
vvholefomc as that you vent. 

Qot. If my Shirt were bloody, then to fhift it. 
Haue I hurt him? 

2 No faith : not fo much as his patience. 

1 Hurt him? His bodie's apaffableCarkaffcif hebee 
not hurt. It is a through-fare for Steele if it be not hurt. 

% His Steele was in debt, ic went o'ch'Backe-fide the 
Townc. 

Clot. The Villainc would not ftand me. 

2 No,but he fled forward fill!, toward your face. 

1 Stand you ?you haue Land enough of your owne: 
gut he added to your hauing, gaue you fome ground. 

2 As many Inchests you haue Oceans(Puppies.) 
Clot. I would they bad not come bctweenc vs. 
2 So would I> till y«u had mcafut'd how long a Foole 

you were vpon the ground. 

Clot. And that fheeflbould loue this Fellow, and re- 
fufemee. 

z If it be a fin to make a true e!c<5tion,^e is damn'ch 
i Sir,as I told you alwayes : her Beauty & her Braine 
50 not together. Shee'sa goodfigne, but I haue feene 
imall reflexion of her wit. 

t She (hines not vpon Fooles,lcatt the reflection 
Should hurt her. 

Clot. Come, He to my Chamber : would there had 
bcene fome hurt done. 

t I wifbnoifoj vnlcffeithadbin the^fallof an AfTe, 
which is no great hurt. 
Clot. Youlgowith vs? 

1 He attend your Lordftiip, 
dot. Nay come, let's go together, 

2 Weil my Lord. Sxennt. 


Enter Imogen \andPifanio. 
Imo.l would thou grew'tt vnto the ftiorcs o'th'Hauen, 
And qucftioned'ft cuery Saile : if he fhould write, 
And I not haue it, *t were a Paper loft 
As offered mercy is : What was the laft 
Thathefpaketothee? 

Pifi. It was his Queene, bis Queene. 

Imo. Then wau'd his Handkerchiefe? 

Pifi. Ana kift it, Madam. 

Imo. Senfeleflc Linnen,happier therein then Is 
And that was all ? 

Ptfa. NoMa<Jana: for fo long 



Enter PbiUrio, lacbimo ; a Frenchman^ Dmeh« 
man, and a Spaniard. 

lacb. Beleeue it Sir, I haue feene him in Britaine; hee 
was then of a Creflent note, expe&ed to proue fo woor- 
thy 3 as fincc he hath beene allowed the name of. But I 
could then haue look'd on him , without the help of Ad- 
miration, though the Catalogue of his endowments had 
bin tabled by his fide, and I topetufehim by Items. 

Phil. You fpeake of him when he was leffe furniflh'd, 
then now hee is, with that which makeshirn both with- 
out, and within, 

French. I haue feene him in France : wee had very ma. 
ny there, could behold the Sunne, with as firme eyes as 
hee. 

Itch. This matter of marrying his Kings Daughter, 
wherein he muft be weighed rather by her valew, then 
his owne, words him (I doubt not)a great deale from the 
matter. 

Trench. Arvd then his batiiftment. 

lach. I, and the approbation of thofe that weepethis 
lamentable diuorce vnder her colours 7 are wonderfully 
to 


As he could make me with his eye, or care, 
Diftingui£h him from others, he did keepe 
The Decke, with Gloue,or Hat,or Handkerchife, 
Still wauing, as the fits and ftirres of*s mind 
Could beft cxprefle how flow his Soule fayl'd on/' 
How fwifc his Ship, 

Imo. Thou fbould'ft haue made biro, 
As little as a Crow, or leffe, ere left 
To after-eye him. 

Vifa. Madam, fo I did. 
Imo. I would haue broke mine cyc-ftrings ; 
Crack*dthern,but to looke vpon him,tili the diminution 
Of fpace, had pointed him fharpe as my Needle ; 
Nay, followed him, till he had melted from 
Thefmalnefle ofaGnat^to ayre ; and then 
Hiue turn'd mine eye,and wepr^ But good Tifamo^ 
When {hall we heare from him, 

Pifa. Be aflur'd Madam, 
With his next vantage. 

Imo. I did not take my leaue of rum, but had 
Mofl pretty things to fay : Ere I could tell him 
Ho w I would thinkc on him ac certaine houres, 
Such thoughts, and fuch : Or I could makehim fweare, 
The Shees of Italy fhould no. betray 
Mine Jmcreft, and his Honour : or haue charg'd him 
At the fixt houre of Morne, 3t Noone, at Midnight, 
T'encounter mc with Orifons, for then 
I am in Heauen for him : Or ere I could, 
Giue him that parting kifle, which I had fct 
Betwixt two charming word?, comes in my Father, 
And like the Tyrannous breathing of the North, 
Shakes all our buddes from growing* 
Enter a Lady. 
La. The Queene (Madam) 
Defiresyour Highneffe Company. 

Imo. Thofe things I bid you do^gct them dsfpatch'd, 
I will attend the Queene. 

Pifa. Madara,I dull. Exeunt. 
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